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yet fantastic until the work is done and I am free to
juggle lazily with the next dream. If I get- no praise
for what I have done, then I am heartsick; but if
praise does come my way, then it seems to me foolish
and fulsome and I am irritated or embarrassed. So
it goes on. This way of life is my own choice and I
would have no other, not even though I should have
my "yadns and string-quartets"; but sometimes there
is a joy in taking leave of it, in stretching green felt
across the top of a card table, in turning home a good
solid screw.

With a screw, biting its way into the woodwork
and staying there if need be for half a century or, if
you will, returning to your hand, the very same
screw, within the next five minutes, you know where
you are. It was devised for one kind of work, and
that work it will do. It cheats neither itself nor you,
is as definite, as rigid, as this other stuff with which
I commonly deal is shifty and shadowy, maliciously
protean. When you have tightened the last of your
handful of screws, you can survey your work with
solid contentment: something new has been created,
If only the cover of a card table, and its existence
cannot be argued away. My screwing and scissoring
and hammering are done, and now our shining kings
and queens and knaves have a new smooth lawn for
their strange encounters. A man with such jobs to do
daylong, measuring the work with a wise eye, now
taking up his screwdriver, now his scissors, now his
hammer, is in no bad case, if, that is, he has enough